AINGER : I believe Mrs. Simmy hates them as
much as we do. Do you know, Fm sorry for that
woman. She's awfully shy.

WOODLEY : Being married to Simmy can be no
joke. I like Mrs. Simmy.

VINING : Besides., it messes one*s afternoon up so.

WOODLEY : What the hell is there to do on a
Sunday afternoon anyway ?

VINING : I don't know, Woodley, whether your
admiration for Mrs. Simmy has prevented you
from noticing the blandishments of the young
woman in Grawley's.

WOODLEY : Which one ?

AINGER : Do you mean the red-haired one who
always tries to fumble with your hand when she
is giving you the change ?

WOODLEY : What ! Does she do that to you too ?

VINING : Oh, my precious,, did you think you
were the only one ?

WOODLEY : Well, what about her anyway ?

VINING : Oh, nothing , . . only she's not averse
to taking long walks on Sunday afternoons in
the neighbourhood of Mallow Woods.

WOODLEY : But Mallow Woods are out of
bounds.

VINING : Exactly, my innocent.. . less likelihood
of being found out.

WOODLEY : What. . . what do you mean ?